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Once upon a lime, in an ice-cream-colored realm, 


there lived a tiny little princess named Delirium and her dog Barnabas. 


It was Barnabas’ job to look after the princess 
because she was very easily distracted and often got lost 


if she went out walking by herself. 
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On a pistachio day, Delirium and Barnabas went oul wandering. 


They sniffed the music and tasted the words 
thal were particularly crispy on the tongue, like twinkle and citrus. 


And they walked. And walked and walked and walked. 
And then they walked some more. 


Soon Barnabas turned to the litle princess and said, 


“Um...listen, kiddo, I've gotta see a man about a tree...if you get my drift.” 


“I know a treeman,” replied Delirium. “His name is Ghillie Dhu 
and he’ all leafsie and green but he doesn't drift like I can. 


Are you taking him a harvest pie?” 


“Um, riiight.” humored the pup. 


“Why don't you sit right here. on this very spot. Delirium. 


And don't move. I'll be back in a flash.” 


“Okay!” giggled Delirium as Barnabas tore off into the foliage. 


4 like the moss people, too, don't you, puppy? Um. Puppy?” 


The littlest princess blinked her glittery eyes and to her surprise, 


there was no Barnabas by her side. 


“Oh, no!” cried Delirium. “My doggie has wandered away! 
He's all losted! He must be very frightened. 


Don't worry, I'm coming to get you, Mr. Losty MacLosty.” 


And she fluttered off to find her puppy. 


s business completed, 


Barnaba 


campered back to the empty spot 


where Delirium once was. 


“Aw, nuts!” he yipped. “Not again!” 


And Barnabas padded off to find his girlie. 


» looked in all the places 


he thought a Technicolor princess might like to be. 


The open air market, for example... 


with its baubles and books and bangles and beads. 
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where the waves cr 


perhaps the ocean... 


sh upon the shore 


with a deafening roar. 


Or the pastry shop. 
filled with delectable creations of sugar and cream. 


Bul the princess was in none of these places. 


Barnabas put his paw to his nose and thought for a while. 
“Hey! [ know. I'll go ask her brothers and sisters! 


She's got six of them. One of them should know where Delirium would go!” 


And away he ran, as fast as his fuzzy legs could ca 


ry him. 


Detiriumis older brother Destruction lived in a house 
very far away—almost at the edge of everything. 
Barnabas trotted up to the edge of a deep, thick forest. 
Ife would have to travel through the Woods between the Worlds 


if he wished to find his friend. And it seemed there was no path. 


“Gosh, these woods are dark and twisty. 
If I get lost, [ll never be able to find little Del.” 
The puppy put his paw to his nose and thought for a moment. 


“Ha! I've got it!” he barked and then slipped into the shadows. 


Qur hero Barnabas bounded from tree to tree 
and left a litlle mark on each one. 
That way, if he got lost, he'd be able to tell which way he'd already been. 


He wagged his tail because he was so clever. 


“What do I have to fear from gnarly trees? 


After all, I'm a dog...and dogs and trees go together like 


“Wha...What was thal?” 


Out of the corner of his eye. Barnabas saw a shape behind him 


rhen, in an instant, il was gone. 


“Um, maybe its not trees in the woods that I should be worried about.” 


thought Barnabas. “Its the things that live in the woods. 


Things that might not like dogs marking up their trees! 


But Barnabas was the protector of the Lady Delirium 


and he had to be brave to find her. 


So he tucked his tail between his legs and said in a very loud voice 


(which would certainly impress 


and intimidate Foresty Things). 
“Lam the guardian of the princess Delirium...and um, 


I hereby bestow upon these trees the...um...Canine...Seal of Excellentness!” 


And then he sprinted out of the forest. 


ran and ran until he found himself 


Barnabas 


al the bottom of a steep cliff. 
High above he would find the house of Delirium’s older brother Destruction. 
He dug his nails into the side of the cliff 


and used his teeth to hold onto roots as he climbed to the top. 


“If you didn't have to hold on for dear life with your face, 


it would probably be a nice view...” he commented to himself. 


“Diaja ever think about putting in some stairs?” 


Barnabas said when he reached Delirium’ brother, 


who was painting at the cliffs edge. 


“HA HA HA! laughed the older brother from behind his canvas. 


“Where would the challenge be in that?” 


The brother shouted over the side. “Sister! Are you still climbin 


Barnabas looked down at his paws and spit some root out of his mouth. 
“Um. that’s kinda what I was here to talk to you about, my Lord. 


I was hoping that your little sister might be with you 


I fear I have...uh...misplaced her.” 


“WILAT?” roared the oldest brother. 


“I thought I told you to watch over her! 


You know how easily distracted she can be.” 


The brother furrowed his brow and thought a bit. 


“IHimmm, well, she is not in my realm so she is all in one piece. 


I suggest you ask our oldest brother.” 


rhen Destruction reached into his pocket. “Here, take this.” 
It was a wee little charm in the shape of a sword. 


“It will help you with my sister.” 


“T’anks!” the puppy said, and then ran off with the charm in his mouth. 
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§oon Barnabas came lo a wild. overgrown garden maze. 


He knew that he'd find the next brother's realm at the center of it. 
He trotted through the hedgerows, taking care to avoid the prickly brambles. 
He navigated his way around corner afler corner 


and only once did he come to a dead end. 


“No time to go back!” he said as he wagged his tail and dug under the bush. 
Through the hole he could see the giant statues that decorated 


the brother's garden. “I'm almost there!” he shouted, “Terrific! U1..." 


“What was that?” 
Barnabas thought he saw something behind him again, 
like the mysterious Thing from the forest. 


It seemed to jump from side to side. 


“It must have followed me! Darn! I had to mention ‘princess’ in the forest 


I shoulda realized everyone wants a piece of the royal family! 
Well, you're not following me to Delirium, bud!” the puppy grumbled. 
And then he tucked his paws and tail under himself and 
squeezed beneath the bush. 


he determined canine popped out on the other side 


to find himself standing in a misty garden with many paths. 
Deliriums brother Destiny stood on the walkway 


reading from his enormous book. 


Before Barnabas could speak, 
the brother whispered from under his hooded robe, 
“Litlle dog, there are no pages in my book that state my sister is lost. 


I suggest you visit our sister.” 


“But. I didn’t even...” stammered Barnabas. 
he tiny sword dropped from his mouth and onto the path 
in front of Destiny. Delirium’s brother picked up the charm 


and added a tiny version of his ancient book to it. 


“It is written in the book that this will help you with our sister.” 


And with that he glided silently down the path. 


Barnabas put the charms in his mouth 


and headed out of the garden. 


fe he walked, it became more and more difficult for Barnabas to see. 
The garden had turned into a thick, soupy fog. 
Barnabas sniffed the air and was pleased 
when he detected Delirium’s sister's scent in the distance. 
He wagged his tail and sniffed again, trying to determine the direction. 


“Smells like wel leaves, she does... 
“What's that?” 


Barnabas thought as he caught a quick glimpse of the “something” 


in the fog behind him. “Can't let it get to my lucky charms!” 


He tucked his tail under himself for proper aerodynamic 


and zoomed off as quickly as he could. 


“Run! Run! As fast as you can! You can't catch me 'm...QOOOO0OW!” 


Barnabas howled as he suddenly smashed 


into something wide and squooshy in the fog. 


He looked up and stared into the face of Despair, Delirium’ large, grim sister. 
Hanging all around Despair in her realm were mirrors of every shape and size, 
but none reflected Barnabas when he looked into them. 

Despair snuffed and grunted at the dog as he cleared his head. 


Rats ran up her limbs and settled into her nest of hair. 


“M-my lady?” shivered Barnabas, 
“H-have you run across the L-Lady Deliriumum in this fog? 
Or have you s-seen her in one of your s-sad mirrors?” 
“Litlle one,” grumfed the squat sister, 


“Delirium still has joy in her heart so she is not here with me in my realm...” 


ster.” 


“But, take this...it will help you with our 
And she added a tiny mirrored charm to the others that Barnabas carried. 
“Does this do magic or something?” asked the confused little pup. 
“ L suggest you ask our sister-brother,” replied Despair. 


“Yeah, yeah...” mumbled Barnabas as he journeyed on into the fog. 


he fog carried him to the base of a staircase 


that reached high into the sky. Il seemed to go on forever. 


But he was on a quest for the princess and if he had to climb 


for a whole year lo find her, then that’s what he would do. 
His nails clik-clicketied on the marble stairs as he began his long ascent. 


“Don't any of these guys live someplace normal or easy to reach? 


Like a nice house with a yard for guardians of princesses to frolic in? 


Yeesh!” And he wagged his tail to the tune his toenails tapped. 


“What was that?” 
thought Barnabas as something flashed quickly behind him. 
“That creepy Thing has followed me again! It's gotta be the paparazzi! 
I'll bet they want the scoop on these magic charms. 
Well, eat my dust, news hounds!” He pushed back his ears and 
tucked in his tail and galloped up the stairs three at a time 


until he disappeared into the heart of the door. 


Barnabas skittled across the floor of the throne room and slid to a stop. 


Delirium's sibling Desire glanced down from its perch 


upon the spongy red décor. 


Barnabas gasped, “I've been here! I've been there! 


Is Delirium up your marble stair 


“I know that both you and my sister have a burning desire.” 
rhe prince/ss said coolly, And it reached down and added a 
small, scarlet heart to the chain Barnabas carried in his mouth. 


“This will help you with our sister.” 


“What's that supposed to mean?” the puppy yapped. 
“Is someone gonna tell me how to use these things? 


Can you tell me where Delirium is 


lhe sibling began, “I suggest you ask our...” 


“L know! I know!...ask your other brother...” finished Barnabas grumpily. 


“Lemme just rest for a minute...yawn... 


and I'll be on my way...zzZZZ 
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Ss moment later the frazzled pup found himself in The Dreaming, 
where people go when they fall asleep. 
Delirium’s older brother Dream ruled the land here, 


surrounded by the Almost Things. 


Barnabas frisked through the fields of fresh dog biscuits. 
Balls bounced past him as he sampled the succulent, bone-laden bushes. 
He chased zippy cars along hydrant-laced streets and wagged his tail as 


the Dream Things scratched and scratched behind his ears. 


“Thanks, guys! I needed that! It feels wonderf...what the heck? 


Did you guys si 


> that? Something just zipped past me. 


And now on the other side! Did you see it?” 


The little black bird just fluttered above his head. 
but the pumpkin boy took a deep breath and said, 

“Its about time someone asked fer my opinion! There's too many 
somethin’s zipping around here, if ya ask me! They make a lotta mess 
and scatter the whatsamajiggits all willy-nilly! And do they tear up the 
Anythings! Yeesh! An’ who has ta clean that mess up? 

Yer lookin at him, pally! An’ another thing....” 


Barnabas readied himself and tucked his tail in preparation to take off. 
“O-kay! How about you guys stall it while I get a head start?” 


And off he zoomed to Dreams castle. 


“The Lord of Dreams was sitting upon his midnight throne 


when the desperate dog approached him. 


“My Lord, could you help me locate your youngest sister 


I've looked and looked but I haven't been able to find her!” barked Barnabas. 


“She is not asleep, litle dog, so she is not visiting my realm,” 


replied the brother. 
“That helps me...” muttered the pup. 


Barnabas jangled when he spoke, and the charms glittered 


in the moonlight as they hung from his mouth. 


The litle king took the chain of charms and placed a star upon the end. 
“Here.” he said. “Take this. It will help you with my sister.” 


“Greal! Is anybody ever gonna tell me how this is gonna help me with her? 


‘Specially since she isn't here?” yapped the exasperated dog. 


“L suggest you ask our oldest sister,” 


stated the Prince of the Evening. 


“Of course you do...” retorted Barnabas with vinegar. 


Then, he journeyed on. 


Barnabas crept through the nothingness. 
He might have walked for an hour or he might have trekked for a day. 
You never could tell in this realm. 
But Barnabas was determined 
to keep moving until he found Delirium. 
It was then that he realized only one sibling remained: 
The Oldest sister! Oh no! What if Delirium was there with her! 


She'd be forever in the Nothing! 


He shivered and tucked his tail between his legs and slowly carried on. 


f inally, Barnabas emerged from the Empty 
and stood before Delirium’s oldest sister 


who was sitting upon a divan in her apartment suile. 


“My Lady.” he whispered. 
er, the little Lady De 


“Lam looking for your youngest s 


I fear I have lost her forever 


The oldest of the Endless family smiled sweetly 


al Delirium’s frightened friend. 


“Little Barnabas, my sister is not here with me, 


so she is not lost to you,” she informed him. 


“Realy? Oh, thank you!” he barked as he skipped 


and twirled in happiness. “Thats great news!” 
As he swirled a second time, he could swear he saw that Thing 


that had been on his trail throughout the whole quest. 


This was too much! 


Finally, Barnabas 


felt brave enough 
to confront it 


once and for all! 


“I've had enough 


of you!” he cried. 


“I'm gonna catch you and 
see why you've been 


following me! So there!” 


The oldest sister giggled as 
Barnabas chased the Thing. 
bul il was always 


just out of his reach. 


Round and round and round he went as 
the chain of charms flew out of his mouth. 
One by one, Delirium’ oldest sister picked them up 


and added a tiny silver ankh to the other charms. 


Ls Afler fifty revolutions, 
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Barnabas reached 
his breaking point and 


opened his jaws wide and— 
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J) Success! 


rhe oldest sister grinned as Barnabas came to a halt with his fail 


between his teeth. He was dizzy and the room was spinning. 


He had chased his tail until he was absolutely Delirious! 


So Barnabas sang: 
uJ. 
Jy fo 


“Right here next to you—you bad doggie!” said the princess Delirium. 
And suddenly, she was! 


“I'm so glad you're where I didn't remember I put you! 
And I've been looking and looking. 
Don't ever get losted from me again!” 


elirium hugged her puppy tightly. 
“Easier said than done, kiddo!” he yipped. 


“I'll say!” agreed Delirium’ oldest sister as 


she handed Barnabas the circle of charms. 


“Here, this will help you with our sister.” she whispered in his ear. 
“Bye-Bye, big sister. it's time for us to go home!” Delirium said 
as she tugged at her puppy’s tail. “Mr. Doggie. 
promise me youll never go out walky walking without a leashie!” 


“I promise.” replied Barnabas with a wink. 
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Once upon a time, in a champagne-bubbly realm, 
there lived a tiny princess named Delirium and her dog Barnabas. 
It was Barnabas’ job to look after the fizzy princess because she was 


very easily distracted and often got lost if she went walking by herself. 
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MEON 


reveals the secret history 
of the Little Endless! 


I was working on the SANDMAN series with Neil 
Gaiman, specifi 


ically on a story called “The 
Parliament of Rooks.” Neil wrote a passage where 

one character tells a story about when Death and 

Ww 7 Dream of the Endless were children. Neil had 
‘ ek: Ww wanted it to be an homage to the DC Comics 

Hy characters Sugar and Spike, but I decided 

to give them more of a Japanese cuteness. 


Once Death and Dream appeared in diminu- 
tive form in issue #40 of THE SANDMAN 
they quickly became the most requested 
sketches from fans. Then I decided to 
“shrink” the other Endless. I faxed a draw- 
ing to Neil and proceeded to paint a Little 
Endless family portrait. The fans went 
crazy. They wanted to see pos 


rds or 
posters and books that featured the “little” 
Endless family. 


I crafted some little stuffed dolls 
of Dream and Death in 1993 
I sewed a little black dress for 
Death and a cloak for Dream. 
I used an ankh necklace I had for 
Death’s ankh so il looked really 


oversized, and I painted their 


faces. It took me two days to 


sew on their yarn hair. Fans wanted me to make dolls 
for them, but it was too much work for one person. 
I told everyone interested to write to DC and ask for 
some plush merchandise. D€ Direct eventually produced 
a series of plush Little Endle 
those first handmade dol 
dolls, and writer Paul Dini has the only other handmade 
pair I sewed. I designed all 


of the character turnarounds 


Ss many years after | made 


Neil Gaiman has the original 


for them 
LITTLE DEATH 
VS. DEATH 


She's v 


giggly when she's 


little — kind of chubby and 


cute like a gothic kewpie doll. 


JILES ORIGINAL 
HANDMADE DOLLS. 


LITTLE DEUIRIOM, LITTLE DEATH. 
LITTLE MORPHEUS & LITTLE DANIEL 
ARE ALL APPROXIMATELY 8° TALL 


PAVORITES 


Hmm. I like them all, but I really like 


drawing Despair in the super-deformed 
manner. She looks so funny, it cracks me up. 
I also love Delirium. 


The little Endless adventures continue in... 
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JILL THOMPSON is a comic book illustrator and 
the creator of Scary Godmother and Magic Trixie 
Shes been working in the comic book industry 
for quite a long time and really, really likes it there. 
She is a graduate of the American Academy of Artin 
Chicago, She has been fortunate to win multiple 
Bisner Awards for her comics work 

Jill has collaborated with various amazing 
authors over the years such as Neil Gaiman, 
Grant Morrison, Will Pfeifer, Evan Dorkin and 
Mick Foley. If you'd like to check out works 
other than this fine book by Jill, try these 
collaborative efforts — The Sandman: Brief Lives. 
The Invisibles, Wonder Woman, Finals, Beasts 
of Burden, Mick Foley's Halloween Iijinx and 
Tales from Wrescal Lane. 


For work written and illustrated by Jill and 

Jill alone, sample Vertigo’ A Death's Door 

The Dead Boy Detectives, Delirium’s Party: 

. 1 Little Endless Storybook and, of course, the 
Scary Godmother series and Magic Trixie series. 

When not creating stories, Jill enjoys making 

things. cooking stuff, traveling around the US and 

beyond meeting her fans and speaking about 

literacy, comics and art. Oh yeah — and having a 


good time. And smiling. Lots of smiling 


Follow her on Twitter @thejillthompson 
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ONCE UPON 
A YM... BY 


a Me Litle Delirium was lost. 

Her protector and favorite puppy 
Barnabas searched the waking world 
* for his tiny princess to no avail. 
Now, Barnabas must travel to the strange 
and unlikely realms of each of 
the Endless to see if 
Delirium’ siblings have seen 


their missing sister... 


for years fans have demanded to sec 

Pu: more of Jill Thompson's Little Endless, 
the diminutive versions of the characters from 
Neil Gaiman's award-winning SANDMAN series 


_ ( and now their dreams are answered 


his volume features Jill Thompson's 


! 
original sketches and the secret history 


of the Lite Endless. 
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